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8YNOPSIS,

M B ra de Toscann was singing In
. whicgh, perhaps, accounted for Hd-

— ww  Ward Courtlandt’s appearance there. Mul-
) millonalre, he wandered about where
dictated, ¥He might be in Paria one

& and Kamechatka next. F

ollowing

ronn
riva] of Toscana, and Flara
dress of Eleanora, whom he In
to ses. Courtlandt enters
's apartmenis, ’h'l? orders him
, he next dny

rin shocked by the m :uum- Als-
sppsapance of the prime donn. Reabine
TA o " -

tion of Ki ,nm Conrtlandt arranges for

an ﬁu' A reap and socuses

t of havi nbducted her. Hin
alibl i utllfam the police and the
charge s diem .

CHAPTER V—Continued.

“No, nons at all, monsieur,” quickly
and deoidedly, -

“In my opinjon, then, the whole af-
fair }& a hoax, perpetrated to vex and
annoy you, The old man who em-
ployed the chauffeur may not have
been old. I have looked upon all sides
of the affair, and it begins to look like

Y pzetl«.l joks, mademolselle.”
“Ah1” angrily. “And am I to bave no

redress? Think of the misery I have
gone through, the suspepse! My volee
{8 gone. 1 shall not be able to sing
agaln for months. Is It your sugges-
tion that I drop the investigation?”
“Yes, mademoiselle, for it does not
look as If we could got anywhere with
ft. It you Insiat, I will hold Monsleur
Courtlandt; but I warn you the magls-
trate would not hesitate to dismiss
o the case Instantly. Monsieur Court-
landt arrived In Marselllés Thursday
morning; he reached Parls Friday
morning. Since arriving in Paris be
bas fully accounted for his time. It
$s impossible that he could have ar
. manged for the abduction. Btill, If you
say, I ean hold him for entering your
apartment.”

“That would be but a farce.” Nora
rome. “Monsieur, permit me to wish
you good day. For my part, 1 shall
pursus this matter to the end. I be
lleve this gentleman gullty, and 1
shall do my best to prove Il. ] am a
woman, and all alone. When a man
has powerful friends, it is not difficult
to bulld an alibl”

“That s a reflection upon my word,

_ mademolselle,” quietly Interposed ihe
minister.

“Monseleur has been imposed upon,”

Nora walked to the door.
(o S "Walt a momont, mademolselle,”
#ald the prefect. “Why do you inalst
L upon prosecuting him for something of
which he ls guiltless, when you could
have him held for something of which

- he is really gullty "

- “The one Is trivial; the other is a
wmerious outrage. Good morning.” The
atlendant clossd the door behind her.

“A very dolermined young woman,”
mused the chief of police,
“Haceedingly,” sgreed the minister,
) Courtlandt got up wearily. But the
| chief motioned him to be reseated.
*1 do not say that I dare not pur

_ ' sus my Investigations; but now that
} mademoleelio ln safely returned, I pre-
fer not to.”

asked Courtlandt,
“Requenst? Yes, monasleur, it was a
request not to proceed further.
“From where?”
| “As to that, you will have to con-
: sult the head of the state. I am not
at liberty to make the disclosure™
minister leaned forward cager
“Then there ¢ a political side

£

“There would be If everything had

- ' not turned out so fortunately.”
: 2 | un

pllrring, Hymettus, or Olym
whatever they called it In the dayn
of the junketing gods, in completeat.
No; Venus went atouring and abode
a while upon this same graclouvs apot,
ones dear to Pliny the younger.

Seated on one of the rustio benches,
his white tennls shoes resting against
the lower fron of the ralling, & Bava-
rian  dschal spooszing comfortably
acroas his knees, was a man of fifty.
He was broad of shoulder, deep of
chest, and clean-shaven. He had Iaild
aslde hls Panama hat, and his hailr
wak clipped closely, and waa pleas:
antly and honorably sprinkled with
gray. His faoe was broad and tanned;
the nose was tiited, and the wide
mouth was both kindly and humorous.
One knew, from the tint of his biue
eyes and the quirk of his lips, that
when he spoks there would be a bit
of brogne. He was James Harrigan,
one time celebrated in the ring for his
gameness, his sgquareness, hls endur
ance; “Battling Jimmie" FHarrigan,
who, when he encouutered his fArst
knockout, retired from the ring. He
had to his credit éixty-one battles, of
which he had casily won forty., He
bad been outpointed in some and had
broken even In others; but only once
had he been “rallroaded Into dream-
Iand,” to use the parlance of the game.
That was enough, He understood.
Youth would be werved, and he was
no longer young, He had, unlike the
many in his pecullar service, lved
cleanly and with wisdom =snd fore
slght: he had saved both his money
and his health. Today he was at
peace with the world, with three
eound appetites ths day and the
wherewithal to gratify them.

Today *“Battling Jimmie"” was for-
goutten by the publle, and he was
happy in the seclusion of this forget-
fulneas. A mew and strange carcer
had opened up before him; he waa the
father of the most beautiful prima
donna in the operatic world, and, diffi-
cult as the task was, ha did his best
to live up to it. It was hard not to
offer to shake hands when he was
presented to a princess or a duchess;
It was hard to remember when to
change the studs In his shirt; and &
white cravat was the terror of his
nights, for his fingers, broad and
atubby and powerful, had not been
tralned to the delicate task of tying
s bowkunot. By a judiclous blow in
that spot where the ribs divaricate he
could right wall tle hia adversary into
a bowknot, but this string of white
lawn was a moet damnable thing.
B8till, the puttering of the two women,
thelr dally concern over his deport-
ment, was bringing him Into conform-
{ty with soclal usages. One thing he
rebeiled against openly, and with such
firmness that the women did not press
him too strongly for fear of a general
revoit. On no occaslon, however im-

[ prosstys, would he wear a silk hat.
Christmnas and birthdays Invariably
called forth the gift of & &k hat, for
the women trusted that they could
overcome reslstance by persistence.
He never sald anything, but It was no-
tieed that the hotel porter, or the gar-
dener, or whatever masculine hend
(eave his own) was avallable, came
forth resplendent on feast days and
Bundays.

Leaning back In an iron chalr, with
his shoulders resting agalnst the oak,
was the Barone, altogether a differ-
ent type. He was frowning over the
pages of Bagol's Itallan Lakes, and
he wasn't making much headway. He
wan Itallan to the core; for all that
he aped the Engllsh style and man-
ner. He could speak the tongue with
fluency, but he stumbled and faltered
misernbly over the soundlesa type.
His clothes had the Plecadilly out,
and his mustaches, erstwhilea waxed
and militant, was cropped at the cor
ners, thoroughly fnsular, He was
thirty, and undeniably handsome.

Near the fountain, on the green,
was A third man, He was in the act
of foldlng up an easel and a camp
stool,

From a window In the villa came &
voleo; only a Wit of a melody, no
words,—half a dozen burs from
Martha; but every delightful note
wetit deep Into the three masculine
hearts. Harrigan smiled and patted
the dog. The Itallan acowled at the
vogatable garden directly below. The
artist scowled at the Ttalian,

“Frits, Fritz; here, Fritz!”

The dog struggled In Harrigan's
bands and tore himseil loose, He
went clattering over the path toward
the villa and disappeared Into the door
way., Nothing could keep him when
that volce called, He was as ardent
n lover an any, and far more favored.

“Oh, you funuy lttle dog! You
merry llitle dachel! = Fritze, mustno't;
let go!™ 8ilence.

The artist knew that she was cud.
diing the puppy to her henrt, and his
own grew twisted. He stooped over
his materials again and tled the box
to the easel and the stool, and shifted
them under his arm.

“I'tl be np after dinner, Mr. Harrl-
gan,” he sald.

“All right, Abbott.” Harrigan waved
his hand pleasantly. He was becom-
ing 8o used to the unvarying state-
ment that Abbott would be up after
dinner, that his reply was by now
purely mechanical, “8he’s getting her
volea back all right; eh?”

“Beautifully! But I really don't
think she ought to sing at the Halnes'
tilla Bunday.”

“One song won't hurt her, Bhe's
made up her mind to sing. There's
nothing for us to do but to sit tight."”

The artist took the path that led
around the villa and thence down by
many #steps to the village by the wa-
terside, to the cream-tinted cluster of
ghops and enormous hotels,

Below, In the village, o man entored
the Grand hotel. He was tall, blond,
rosy-cheeked. Ha carried himself like
one used to military service; also, like
one used to glving peremplory orders,
The porter bowed, the director bowed,
and the proprietor himself became a

Hving carpenter's gquare, hinged, The
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JOKE NOT ON THE PROFESSOR

Clasa Laughed st Student’s Intended
Wittlolam Just a Few Mo-
ments Too Boon.

Profesior Willlams of the Greek de-
partment at the University of Wis-
consin has a certaln dry bumor that
is sometimes the despalr of his stu-
dents. Onae of his prize students who
was addicted to the use of the Inter
linear was trying to blunder through
a passago of Asschylus recently and
was making & bad job of It. It be
eame evident after the first lipe that
the young man was in deep water.
Beads of perspiration dampened his
torehead ms he tried to blunder
through the passage, wallowing help-
lessly and ralsing the distress signal.
Professor Willlams showed no mercy,
por offered to throw out the lifeline
to the sinking man. The latter ap
pealed dumbly for relief snd at last

broke down completely.

vProfessor,” he sald, “you have
missod your vogation."”

"Yes? And what should have been
my vocation?"

“You should have been & broncho
buster."”

The professor walted until the rip-
plé of laughter had dled away,

Then be replied: “It amounts prac-
tically to the same thing. I am &
mule driver.”

Stories O1d and New,
Boms men are born story tellers,
some achieve the story telling faculty,
while others—who congtitute the
great majority—can oply sit in smase

ment and listen to the man who can
glibly reel them off, one after another,
ag If they were all new, fresh and
original.. You can recognize a good
story by the number of times you
meat it, for the good story is plcked
up and repeated, Interchanged, eun-
lnrged, improvised and spread, until
ft 1a lable to reappear, as natural,
or in disgulse, at the four corners
of the sarth, and at widely separated
periods of time. That's what makes
The modern story teller such a delight,
because untll he finishes you cannot
koow whether you are about to meet
an old friend or be Initinted into
novel mysteries. The redesming fen-
ture of it 18 that every year another
erop of listaners grows to mwaturity for
whom the old ones are always new,
and who, In consequence, musit be
the perpetoal inspiration and the 1llv-
ing encourngement to the story teller.

Kept Allve by Electricity.

The attention %t surgoons at the
General hospital, Birmingham, Eng-
jand, has been occupled by the most
remarkable case of & Ind eleven yeara
of age. He was admitted to the inst
tutlon suffering from a tumor on Lhe
brain, the removal of which necedsl-
tated a most serlous operation.

Whila the surgsona were at work
the patient stopped breathing and artl-
ficlal respiration was resorted to. Dur
ing the course of the operation a large
portion of the skull was removed, and
when the pressure from the braln was
Hghtened the Ind began to breathe
again. An electric batlery was np
plied to the chest, and the muscles be-
ing thuns affeeted the breathing motion

E:duud proved suflicient to keep the
allve.

porter and the difector recognizef a
pernonage; the proprietor recognised
the man, It was of no consequence
that the new arrival called himself
Herr Rosen, He was assigned to a
suite of rooms, and on returning to
the “bureau, the proprietor squinted
hie eyes abstractedly. He knew evary
woman of Importance at that time re-
fiding on the Point. Certainly It could
be none of these. Himmel! He struck
hia hands together. BSo that was It:
the singer. He recalled the hints in
certaln newspaper paragraphs, the lit-
tle tales with the names left to the
Imagination. So that was it?

What a woman! Men looked at her
and went mad, And noil so long ago
one had abducted her In Paria. The
proprietor threw up his hands In de-
spalr. What was going to happen to

“l Am a Frince,” He Bald Proudly.

the peace of this bucolie spot? The

youth permitted nothing to stand In

bis way, and the singer's father was

a retired fighter with boxing gloves!
L] . L L] L L] L]

In the ballroom that evening that
little son of Satan ealled malive-afore-
thought took possession of Nora; and
there was havoo. If a certain Amer-
lean €ountess had not patronized her;
It certaln lorgnettes (implementa of
torture used by sald son of Satan) had
not been leveled In her direction; It
certain fans had not been suggestively
sprend between palrs of feminine
heads,—Nora would have been  as
barmless as a playful kitten.

From door to door of the ballroom
her mother fluttered llke a hen with
a duckling, Even Celeste was dls
turbed, for she saw that Nora's con-
duct was not due to any light-hearted
fun, There was something bitter and
ironle cloaked by those smiles, that
tinkle of lnughter, In fact, Nora from
Tuscany firted outrageously, The
Barone sulked and tore at his mus-
tache. He committed any number
of murders, by eye and by wish, When
his time came to dance with the mis-
chlef-makar, hd whirled her around
savagely, and never sald a word; and
once dona with, he sternly returned
ber to her mother, which ho deemed
the wlsest course to pursue,

“Nora, you are behaving abomin-
ably!’ whispered her mother, pale with
indignation.

“Well, I am having a good time
.+« Your dance? Thank you."

And a tender young American led
her through the mazes of the wallz, as
some poet who knew what he was
about phrased it

Hy way of parenthesis: Herr Rosen
marched up the hill and down agaln,
something after the manner of a cer
taln warrior king celebrated in verse.
The object of his visit had gone to the
ball &t Cadenabbla, At the hotel he
demanded a motor-boat. There was
pone to be hnd. In a furlous state of
mind he engaged two oarsmen Lo row
him neross the lake,

And so It came to pass that when
Nora, suddenly grown weary of the
play, full of bitterness and distaste,
hating herself and every one else In
the world, stole out to the quay to
commune with the moon, she saw him
jump from the boat to the landing,
goorning the steps. Instantly she drew
her lace mantle closely about her face.
It was useless, In the man the hunt-
er's Instinct wns much too keoo.

“So 1 have found you!™

“COne would say that 1 had been In
biding?" coldly.

“From me, always, 1 have left ev
erything—duty, obligations—to seck
you.

“From any other man that might be
a compliment.”

“1 am a prince,” he sald proudly.

8he faced him with that quick reso-
Jution, that swilft forming of purpose,
wlich has made the Irish so difficult
in argument and persuasion. “Will
you marry me? Wil you make me
your wife legally? Before all the
world? Will you surrender, for the
sake of this love you profess, your
right to a great Inheritance? WIill you
risk the snger and the iron hand of
your father for my sake?"

“Hetr Gott! I am madl!” He cov-
ered his eyes, .

(TO BE CONIAMUEDY

SPREADING LIGHT IN AFRICA

lnu.ll-h Misalonaries at Weork Among
People Who Purchase a Wife
for a Knife.

Two FEngllsh ploneers have pone-
trated the almost unknown eountry
of the Niam Niam tribee in Central
Africa, with the intention of found-
Ing & misalon station. These are
Mr. C. T. 8tudd, the famous crickels
er-missionary, and Mr, A, B. Buxton,
his future son-in-law,

They have reached a village called
Niangara, in the territory of the
Arandl, In the northeast of the DBel-
glan Kongo.

“Living,” they write of Niangnara,
"Ia cheap: Fowls, 10 cents;, eggs, one
oént ench; bananas, 4 or § cents per
100; pineapples, 2 cents cach; rice,
20 cents per § pounds; flour I8 not to
be had; sugar, G0 centa per pound;
and scarce at that; no teh; we estl-
mate o man can live on $10 a month,
including food and servants.”

“The nctual advance of the travel
ers has been slow, as they were de-
layed by the bearers laden with their
baggage, but they have made various
excursions from thelr campiug places
on o bleyele, ridden turn and turn
about. It finally collapsed with =&
broken fork."

One of the bright spots of the jour-
ney was the discovery of the native
village blacksmith, able more or less
successfully to repalr the damage.

Polygamy 18 practised among the
Azandl, and Mr. Studd's bearers, hav-
Ing a little coln in their possession,
were anxlous to buy knlves from him
nt 80 centas aplece, cxplaining that
they could got a wife for each knife,
a price, however, which they regarded
a8 grossly exorbitant

The misslonaries, who are now set-
ting to work with thelr own hands to
bufld themselves permanent habita-
tions, are beginning to pick up o few
words of the native language, which
hns never been reduced to writing,
and they Intend wsoon Lo attempt
preaching in public. They already
have in view the establishment of a
hospital, and It I8 hoped that some
lady misslonaries will be ready to
face the hardships entalled and will
work among the Azapdi women.

IN NEED OF ITS TEACHINGS

Able Seaman Had Not Read “Little
Book,” But Evidently It Might
Have Done Him Good.

“The chaplain of one of our erilgers
had a knack of presenting small
Bibles, neatly tled In a parcel, to men
on the upper deck. That it contained
n Pible he carefully refrained [rom
mentioning, merely saying, “Here 18 &
little book you'll like.” He gave one
to Ablp Beaman Splkes, One day, a
week later, he approached Splkes na
the latter was smoking on the upper
deck. “How do you like the little
book, Splkes?" Splkes' mind flew to
his ditty-box, In which the littie par-

cel, stll]l intact, reposed. He slowly
removed his plpe. “Very Interesting,
sir—very.” “Glad to hear that you
have ptarted reading It,” said the par-
gon. "Started, sir? Why, I've finlghed
it (Spikes had noidea what the book
wns); don't take me lopg to read o
book, sir, especlally a good book, But

there, sir, it ended ke all the others—
got marrled and llved happy ever
after.”

Ready-Cooked

—from
Your Grocer.

Post
Toasties

.come from the ovens to your
table in tightly sealed pack-
ages —ready to eat when
opened — with cream, good
milk or fruits.

Every crisp flake of this
attractive food represents the
best part of choice white
Indian cormn—

Perfectly cooked, delicately
flavoured and toasted to an
appetizing golden ‘‘brown.”

Fost Toasties are made for
your pleasure and nourish-
ment,

Sold by Grocers
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